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Chaper One 


Author's Notes: 
The author tries to deal with Nick's death with some therapeutic fiction No real point to the story. 


Nick looked around the bar in confusion. He had just been back behind his kit running through the opening 
setlist and now suddenly he was near the bar. It was like back in the days when he would drink and black out, 
waking up in some unknown place. Only he hadn't used anything in years, and he didn't feel drunk. No one was 
paying attention to him, so he hadn't taken a flying leap from the drum kit to end up here. At least they 
sounded good, until Chris' guitar suddenly stopped. It wasn't like them to stop mid-song, they were pretty tight 
as a band. Playing such intricate jazz oriented stuff you had to be tight night after night. Nick stood on his tip 


toes to see what was going on, it didn't sound like a technical malfunction, and people were talking and pointing. 


Someone bumped into his shoulder. "Oh, hey, umm, Lemmy?" Lemmy leaned back against the bar, holding his 
rocks glass full of what looked like Jack Daniels. More noises were heard from the stage, a few panicked shouts 
and some crashing cymbals. The one time he'd been pranked by Faith No More setting Alice Cooper's snake 
free under his kit during a gig had sounded remarkably similar. "What are.. | thought you died?" 


He took a closer look at Lemmy under the dim bar lights, the lines in his face had disappeared and his hair was 
fuller than Nick last remembered it being. It looked like he was forty again The house lights flared to life and 
Nick watched the back of the crowd as they mulled around. It sure was loud for a minor pause. Chris had set 
his guitar on the stage, unheard of, and was ducking behind the amp line. Chris cherished that guitar and would 
never set it down like that. It was practically a part of him. 


"I did," Lemmy wheezed out. He seemed natural just hanging at the bar, oblivious to the heightening tension in 
the room. "So did you." 


It was enough to drag Nick's attention away from the crowd. "What?" 


"Not quite yet maybe, but you're getting there." Lemmy still mumbled and stumbled over his words, his heavy 


accent still there despite years of living in America. "Yer dead, kid" 


Nick paused and turned back to the stage in shock. There he was, techs were pulling him from his stool and 
laying him down on the stage beside his kit. All he saw were pale arms flopping loosely as people grabbed at 
this body and lifted. Leave it to Lemmy to deliver bad news without fanfare. 


"That's me?" There was a swarm around him that he couldn't see, lost in the sea of shuffling concert goers. 


Some people had their phones out, filming the morbid scene. 


"Yep." Lemmy now had a cigarette dangling from his lip. The house lighting tech was bobbing on stage, a sick 


sounding cracking noise carrying over the crowd. 


Nick pushed on his own chest, noticing the slight change in muscle tone. The veins on the back of his hand no 
longer pushed up through the skin and his arm moved like it hadn't since all the plates and screws. He could 


see up close when he inspected his thumb. "What the fuck, man? What did they spike me with?" 


Lemmy frowned. "Y‘always this thick?" Nick squinted his eyes at the insult. "Yer dead. Welcome to the fucking 
club." Lemmy shoved a tumbler of ice and a pinkish-red liquid into his hand. "Drink up, it doesn't matter 


anymore." 

Nick held the drink up to the light. Vodka cranberry on the rocks, mixed perfectly. He'd been wanting one for 
months but had always managed to stay the course. A sip through the bar straw verified that not only was it 
mixed perfectly, it was top shelf vodka. And damn, it was good. Sirens screeched outside, getting louder as they 
drew closer. Flashing lights drowned out the white lights from the Citgo across the road. The front door was 
open and people were streaming in in a rush. 

"You're not shitting me, are you?" 


"Nope. Time to cancel your Carls Jr plans." 


Nick sipped at this drink. "How did you know | was gonna stop there after the show?" 


Lemmy only shrugged as another medic showed up with a large bag. "They'll drug you up and shock you and 
bust all yer ribs. They do miracles these days to keep people in the land of the living." 


Nick could only watch in horror as the thinning crowd parted. The emergency workers took turns compressing 
his chest as his bandmates and friends stood around them. "So what now?" For as much as he was drinking 


the level in his glass never seemed to lower. Maybe the ice was melting? 


"Now we wait" Lemmy stubbed the cigarette out directly on the bar. "The medics always make us wait. 


Sometimes it's horrible." 
"Yeah, but..." 
Lemmy cut him off. "Look kid, you gotta actually die first” 


Nick scratched at his scalp. His hair hadn't been this curly in years. "So this is like purgatory? Are you 
Death?" For all the things he'd ever heard about purgatory this was pretty sweet. Except for seeing his 
friends crying. And watching his body was kind of weird. 


Lemmy scoffed. "S more like a waiting room and no, I'm not." He puffed away on another smoke and let the 


smoke drift up into the rafters. "Hard to explain" 


"You could have let off killing everyone this year." They watched the scene unfold in front of them in silence. 
The techs and EMT's lifted Nick's body onto a stretcher and raced him out to the waiting ambulance. One of 
the EMT's had to push Chris back, not letting him ride in the truck but telling him they were going to St. Joe's. 
Nick knew that place, right across the movie studios and by the park "Don't we have to go with them?" 
Lemmy grabbed his left wrist and pulled Some vodka sloshed out of Nick's drink and wet his shirt. "Watch it!" 


Nick cried as he gained his balance again 

"I think you're good. They'll say you died in the hospital, makes it easier for their paperwork." 

Nick raised an eyebrow. Chris clung to Pag before heading out the back, doubtlessly to his own car and the 
hospital. All the equipment was left on stage, Pag looking stunned as he slowly curled up the lead from his 
bass. The venue guys started to wander around, turning off amps and moving people out the only exit available. 
It was suddenly deafeningly quiet without the crowd or sirens or band playing. 


"Where'd'ya wanna go?" Lemmy grunted out. 


Nick thought his plan was for burgers after the gig, but he didn't plan on it going this way. "Uhh, home | 


guess." 


The walls flickered around him and they were down a bit south, past the hills and fancy houses. Nick knew the 


bar, Lemmy practically lived there. Lemmy was sitting on a bar stool in front of his slot machine, glass of Jack 


perched on a very worn spot of the bartop. 


"Sorry," Lemmy apologized. "Don't know yer home, but this is mine." Laughter and odd bits of song came from 
the wrap around bar outside, more noises and laughter from the inside of the building. Cars parked at the back 
and people were walking up and down the alleyway, noise and lights and warmth that was the Strip filling up the 
nighttime. Nick looked around him. Some things were slightly different, the coverings on the bar stools were 
different, and a few of the booths had gone missing. This was probably a version of the Rainbow from a few 
years back. John Lennon walked past them and into the building, his heavy footsteps echoing on the stairs. 


Nick hooked a thumb. "Fuck me, was that Lennon?" 


"AAagh," Nick took the noise for a yes. "Here all the time, you should meet him someday. He spends a lot of 
time in England" Lemmy pulled the arm on the bandit again. "Couldn't wait to get out of the shithole myself, 
fuckin’ depressing place." 


"England?" Girls passed by, eying up Nick and waiving at Lemmy. 
‘Liverpool. Fuckin’ awful sack o'shite, especially in the late 50's." 


He watched the girls walk off into the parking lot. He hadn't seen hair like that in years. "Umm, Lemmy, look, 
this is gonna sound odd, but." Nick bit his lip and tried to phrase his question. "I know this is the Rainbow, 
right? But when are we?" The girls' jeans were a bit too bleached and their hair a bit too big, even for Los 
Angeles. 


Lemmy shrugged, hitting a deal button on the machine, the pull arm long gone and the machine a more modern 
digital one now. "Eh, who's to say." The vinyl on the benches turned back to red, the last color Nick 


remembered them being. "Still want a burger?" 


He had to think, he didn't feel hungry any more. He swore he could have eaten before the gig if it wasn't for 
the indigestion he had developed this morning. "Nah, | had some Tums before the show, | think they filled me 


up." 
A burger appeared before Lemmy, steak knife buried in the center like the chef had tried to murder it. "Don't 
forget to eat, otherwise you'll never see food again" He cut off a section and shoved it in his mouth. "Get a 


pizza. They're shit here, but they're good." 


"Yeah," Nick had the Rainbow's pizza before. Thin, soggy crust with too few toppings and an oddly bland sauce. 
The cocaine lines under the table and large amounts of liquor made up for the shitty food. "I'm really ok right 
now." Nick took another look around. Hairstyles changed, clothes changed, paint colors shifted and car makes 


changed. ‘Lemmy, really, when are we?" 


He only shrugged and looked at an invisible watch on his wrist. "We're now. Don't think about it too much." Nick 
saw some goth punks and a lot of black clothes. The space heaters fired up. 


"Man, look, l'm really starting to worry. Ok, can you just give me a fucking answer?" 


Lemmy got his attention by waiving a hand in front of his face. When Nick focused on Lemmy's hand, he 
snapped his fingers. "Look now." 


People disappeared. The sun flooded the small patio area, what few benches were there looked to be a deep 
maroon color instead of the familiar red "What the shit?" 


"Seventies, great time." 

Nick through his head would burst. "Bad trip. Someone dropped something in my drink, that's all. IIl pass." 
Lemmy only chuckled in between bites of his burger. 

"So if | wanted to go see my boys, how do | do that?" 

The Brit sighed and set down his silverware. "Just picture yourself there, and think about it" Nick closed his 
eyes and tried to picture the house where Donte and Nicholas lived in Tacoma. The short driveway and the 
evergreens at the front of the property, the white and pine walls of the main room where Teri kept their 
Playstation 3. 

Nick felt the fancy hardwood floor under his feet and smelled the lavender room spray Teri always used. 
Nick was punched in the arm and opened his eyes. Donte was sprawled on the floor, neck craned at an 
impossible angle to watch his game on the monitor. Nick looked around for Teri or John and saw neither hide 
nor hair of them. 

"Hey Buddy!" Nick called out, kneeling down to Donte's level. 

Donte's head whipped around, dropping the controller. "Dad?" 

"Yeah, it's me. Glad to see ya," Nick reached out for a hug only to see Donte pull away and look him over. 


"You look weird, like you do in those videos." Donte pushed a lank of dark, curly hair out from his eyes. 


Nick wasn't sure which video he was talking about, maybe the YouTube clip from Italy they'd last seen. That 


would have been 1992. "I know, but | can explain everything." 
Donte looked behind him. "Who's the guy in the hat?" Donte whispered. "He looks mean’ 


"That's my friend Lemmy. He's cool" Never had a conversation with a ten year old been so troubling. 


"How'd you get here anyway? John set the alarm an hour ago." 
Nick didn't know himself and would be hard pressed to explain it to anyone else. "Donte, its me. Wanna go jam a 
bit before bed?" Nick eyed one of his cajons in the corner. He made it a few years back, a smaller size for his 


then smaller kids. "Go get it and we'll hang out for a bit." 


Donte's character on screen had died, stabbed by too many goblins, and he set the game back to the main 


menu before scrambling to haul over the instrument. "Just mine's out here, Nicky keeps his in his room." 
"That's ok, Buddy. | can just clap along." 
Donte eyed Lemmy again. "What's he gonna play?" 


"If you make it loud enough | can sing." Lemmy sat crosslegged on the floor with a wry smile, making a nice 


triangle of a trio. Nick had half-forgotten he was there, so focused on watching Donte. 


Donte started with a fast, loud beat. Nick clapped along but Lemmy was silent, the beat having no words yet. 
Nick tried to steer his clapping into a song Donte would recognize that Lemmy could sing. 


"Donte, what are you doing?" Teri shrieked over the cajon hits. He stopped at turned to his mother. 
"l'm playing with Dad and Lemmy. Dad said it was ok." 

Teri squinted her eyes and rubbed at her forehead. "Your dad left two weeks ago." 

"No, he's right here, see?" 

Teri rubbed at her forehead again. "Donte, stop telling stories. There's no one there.” 

Donte looked back at the two grown men sitting Indian style next to him. "They're right here mom." 
Teri acted like she couldn't see them, despite Nick's big wave. 

"She can't see us, y'know." Lemmy wasn't waving. "Just kids, sometimes. A few adults." 

"But he's." Nick was cut off by Donte's whine. 

"But Moooom, its Dad. He wants to jam. It was his idea." 


Teri mumbled something about sugar in the new organic yogurt at dessert. "Just go to your room, you're in 


time out for the rest of the night." 


Donte's jaw dropped. "Mooom!" He pointed and turned around again and appeared struck. "But they were just 


here, | swear!" 
"No buts young man, go to our room and stay there." 


"Teri, he's right, I'm here." Donte looked back at the spot where Nick was sitting, looking right through him with 
a frown. "Teri!" Nick shouted. 


"Don't work mate. Yiint know how hard | tried with Paul" Lemmy lit up another cigarette, and took a pill with a 
gulp from his never ending whisky glass. 


"Dude, don't smoke in here," Nick started to reach for the cigarette, only to have Lemmy laugh at him. 
"They ‘unt know." 

"Goodnight Dad!" Donte called from the hallway as his mother followed him deeper into the house. 

Nick sat on the floor in shock. "Can | see Nicholas? Will he see me?" 


"Try somethin’ else. Think about Donte all grown up." Lemmy held the burning cigarette while he took another 
sip. "Think about something major with him." 


The walls shifted again and they were in an old church, dark wood and brittle light filtering through the stained 
glass. It was quiet, but the noise of a full house breathing filled the air. 


Nick looked at the couple at the altar, the bride in a traditional dress while the groom at her side was in a tux. 
His hair was shot with grey, and his black tux didn't quite match with the soft pale green of his vest, but it 
matched the bridesmaid dresses. What was with the big cuffs and strange hairdo? Didn't anyone comb their 


hair this morning? 


The priest cut into Nick's reflection. "Do you, Deonte Menza, take this woman Vanessa to be your lawful 
wedded wife?" 


"Shit, that's Deonte?" Nick walked closer to get a good look at his youngest son. He'd grown up well, uncontrolled 


curls aside. 
Deonte only had eyes for his bride, holding her hands and gazing into her eyes. "I do." 
The priest continued as Vanessa looked back at Deonte. 


"Is this real?" Nick asked Lemmy, who was leaning against an unused lecture podium, completely out of place in 
his black jeans and half opened shirt. 


‘Course it is." The tumbler found its way to the sermon podium. He ruffled the white lilies off to the side of 


the ceremony. 


Nick stood next to Deonte, putting a hand on his shoulder. He seemed to feel it, and leaned into the touch 
slightly. "Congratulations," he whispered in Deonte's ear. "She's gorgeous.’ 


The corner of Deonte's mouth tugged up at Nick's words. 


Nick backed off and let the two of them have their time. He found Teri in the front row, much older than he'd 


ever seen her. More people he didn't recognize packed the first few rows. 

"Let me guess," he stage whispered to Lemmy. “This is now too." 

Lemmy lifted his drink skyward. "Now he fucking gets it” 

Nick wanted to hug Deonte, but now wasn't the time. Vanessa had just said yes and the priest was finishing up. 


"Pick someplace else. Back further. Long time ago that you can remember." Lemmy had lost the hat and 
switched back to old blue jeans. 


Nick thought hard, back to his real first band audition. He could picture the room, the piano, the cheesy 80's 
aesthetic of the cut rate studio. It was 1984, Nick remembered at agreeing to the audition only because it was 
Kelle Rhoads and finally a step out from under his dad's jazz shadow. 


Nick found himself on the other side of the baby grand, watching as a very young version of himself tapped 
out a rhythm on the closed lid as Kelle played. 


"I'd forgotten how bad he dressed." Indeed, Kelle was clad in a grass colored velveteen tracksuit thing, not at all 
suited for his large midsection or short stature. It was something from the old man's department at Sears. 
"God, look how young | was." A few acne spots still lingered on his face, while his signature mustache was still 


struggling to fill in It would be years still until he could talk Mustaine into letting it grow out. 


Kelle tinkled on the keys a bit, watching with jaded eyes as Nick mouthed cymbal noises and failed about like a 


greenhorn. Looking at it from this angle, Nick wondered how he ever got in the touring band. 
| wasn't that annoying, was |?" 


Lemmy chuckled again, settled into one of the old, broken down couches that seemed to proliferate in recording 


studios. "The more you go back, the more you want to punch yourself.” 


"This is actually pretty depressing." The young Nick appeared unaware he was embarrassing himself, but the 
raw talent and years of drumming shone through. His musical pedigree was almost enough to guarantee him a 
gig as long as he wasn't a total fuck up. "So what now? Done the Christmas past, present, and future." He 


leaned on the arm of the sofa near Lemmy, watching himself bounce around the studio like a goat on 


amphetamines. 

"Whatever you want. You've only got forever." 

"Forever?" Nick gulped. It was a hell of a long time. 

"Yeah, well, I'm pretty new here too, but I've heard some of us get reincarnated, but | ain't seen it” 
"There's more people here? Like real people?" 


"Deadites?" Lemmy picked at his boot with a sharp looking dagger, picking a pebble out of the heel. "People you 
can talk to?" 


"Yeah, | guess." Nick only remembered the term Deadites from the Evil Dead movies. So far being dead seemed 
pretty much like being alive. 


Lemmy pocketed the knife. "You want a band or what?" 


"Yeah, a band would be great. I'd love to play with Chris and Dave, | mean, not dead of course, but.. | guess | 
can't yet, can |?" 


"You sure I'm the one taking speed?" Lemmy pulled another small white pill out of his pocket and washed it 


down with some Jack. "| got an audition for you. Hang on" 


The walls dissolved again and they were in a plain warehouse, the sort of place most auditions happened. His 
custom DC birch drums were there, along with his beloved Soultone cymbals. "Oh man! I've been gone half an 
hour and I've missed you guys" There was a set of Vater Nightsticks for him, and he smiled at seeing the 
nylon tips. His throne was fully padded, contoured to fit in the right places and not squish other areas. "Fuck 
me, maybe death was worth it” 


"Hey," Lemmy yelled, and Nick had to look up from the kit. The table in front of him held a veritable hall of 


fame on its own. "Ya gonna be a twat at this audition too?" 


Nick looked over his options. Frank Zappa. Ronnie Dio. Miles Davis. Frank was bouncing a pencil on the table 
restlessly while Miles tapped out a counter melody with his fingers. Nick's jaw dropped open. "Fuck me running," 


he drawled out before turning back to Lemmy. "Audition for fucking what?" 


Lemmy shrugged again and smiled wryly. He was off shaking hands with Ronnie and catching up like old times. 
Nick stomped on the right kick pedal, letting the beater rest on the head. Nick put his head in his hands. He'd 
just seen his worse audition ever, clad in ratty high tops and jeans so acid washed they should have been 
thrown out. At least he was in more comfortable clothes somehow, his old Nike spandex shorts and a tank top. 
Plenty of freedom for moving about the kit, and especially the way his arm was feeling, all the repair work 


gone and original bones and muscle structure intact once again, he could play for hours. 


He looked out through the custom drum rack. Shit, he had to look away. Miles Davis. Fucking Miles Davis. His 
dad would drop a load right here. If Miles picked him he'd die all over again. And Zappa, what a great experience 
that would be, or Dio, blasting away to stadiums filled to the rafters. He took a deep breath and stared at the 
snare head. He just had to do this, he could do this, any option would be a dream job for him. 


Mentally he decided to warm up with ‘Holy Wars’. He could play it in his sleep and it was a damn impressive 
song, running through different time and tempo changes. The acid stomach he had earlier this morning was 


back, quickly chalking it up to audition nerves. 


He sat on the hydrolic, plush throne and set the balls of his feet on the kick pedals, warming up with some 
independence beats. His knees felt loose. He tapped each cymbal, getting a feeling for where they were. Perfect, 


exactly where he liked each one. The toms were tuned. He was ready to rock. 


Nick got to the pause in the song where Marty would normally diddle around. There was a cramp in his 
shoulder, probably from not playing this hard in a while. A few more songs should work it out. He rolled his 


arm, counting out beats in his head before jumping back in. 


He was dizzy by the end, and the pressure in his chest was killing him. It felt like a ton of bricks sitting on his 
chest. He dropped his sticks and pushed at the weight, confused when hands grabbed him and restrained his 


arms. 


"Owwww," he wheezed out with the last of his breath, relieved when the sweaty and groaning nurse stopped 

pressing on his chest. Machines beeped and whirred in the background. Lemmy was gone, along with his drum 
kit, replaced with blackness until someone propped an eyelid open and flashed him with a penlight. He tried to 

pull away, but everything felt like he was underwater. 


Things were poking him all over. His chest hurt, his inner thigh felt like it had been stung by the world's 
biggest wasp. The insides of both his elbows burned. 


"Nick," it was Chris voice, floating somewhere over him. "Hang in there, you're gonna be ok" 


"We're taking him to the cath lab, and then he'll go up to four. There's a waiting room right outside the 
elevators. The nurse will come and get you when he's out" Nick didn't recognize the voice, heavily accented and 


too calm for as much pain as he was in. 


"He's gonna be ok, right?" Chris sounded on the verge of tears. If he wasn't so tired Nick would have beaten 
the shit out of whoever made him sad. He could hardly catch his breath and wasn't up for fighting anyone 
right now. 


"They'll take the clot out if they can and put a stent in to keep it open, or they might have to do a bypass. 


The odds are fair to good, but we won't know until the cardiologist gets in there." 


Something cold ran up Nick's arm and he gave into the sleepy feeling. 


